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CHAPTER I,
The Master's Man.

Vroon faced Hargreave's butler som-
berly. The one reason why Bralne
made this man his Heutenant was be-
cause Vroon always followed the let
ter of his Instructions to the final pe
riod; he neover gidestepped or added
any frills or innovations of his own,
and because of this very automatism
he rarely blundered Into a trap, It
he falled it was for the simple fact
that the master mind had overlooked
some essentinl detail. The organiza-
tlon of the Black Hundred was almost
totally unknown to either the publie
or the pollee. It 18 only when you fadl
that you are found out.

“The patrolman has been trugsed up
like you,” began Vreoon. “If they find
him they will probably find you, But
before that you will grow thirsty and
hungry, Where did your master put
that money "

“He carried It with him.”

*Why didn't vou call for help?”

*The houses on either side are too
far away. | might yell till doomsday
without being heard,
heard the pistol shots; but Mr. Har
greaves was always practicing in the
backyard.”

“The people in those two houses

Lifted the Telephone Off the Hook

With His Teeth.
have been called out of town. The
gervants are off ‘or the night.”

“Very interosting.'" replicd Jounes,
staring at the rug

*Your master i dead

Jones' chin sank uwpon his breast.
His heart wone heavy, hopvier than it
had ever been befor

“Your mi telr o wills®™

“Indoed, 1 could not sxy,”

"We con Hoe hus still three or
four miil L s pud 1
What he took to the bottom of the sea
with him = his aviilubie ca X

"I kiow nothing about Uls lannees
1 was his butler and valet"

Vroon nodded “Come, men: it

time we took ourselves off, DPut things
in order; cloke the gafe. You poor
mckuls, 1 glways have to wateh you
for cuitbreaks of vandalism, OI with
you!"

He was the last to leave, Mo stared
long and searchingly at Joncs, who
felt the burni: ghze but relused to
meet 1t Jest the plotter see the lire o

his. The door eloscd Fur fully an
hour Jones lstened but did not stir.
They wore reully goue, He pressed

his feet 1o the foor aud began 1o hitch
the chulr towurd the Half way
uoross the spuce ho erume-

ed in the chalr, shinost eonpletely
sxhausted Hoe et a guarter of an
hour pass, then made the final sttack
upon the remalning distance, He gues
cectded In reaching the desk, but he
coudd not have stirred an inch farther
The halr on his hend woas damp il
sweatl and hig hands woere climmy

When he felt gtrength rotu [ b
lted the teleplone off the hook with
his teah

“Cuntrul, central! Call the pealis
o come o this number at once; or
greave's houso, Itiverdale, Tell them
to break In"”

After whoat soemed an age of wall
ing to the exhpusted prisouecr, with

crashing and smashiug of doors, the
police appeared In the room
“Where's your gag?' demanded the
first officer to reach Jones' side,
“There wasn't any."”
“Then why didn't you yell for help?
“The thieves lured our nelghbors
nway from town. The patrolman who
walks this beat Is bound and gagged
and s probably reposing back of the
billboard In the next block.”
“Murphy, you watch this man while

1 make & oall go the nelghbors” sald
1o
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They will have |

blen" wuld

the offfeer who seemed to be In aw
thority When he returned he wopse
frowning seriously, “Wea'd better tele |
phone to the precinet to search for|
Dennison, There's nobody at home §0|
either house and there's nobody back
of the billboards. Untie the man.”
When this was done, the officer sald

Now, tell ug what's happened; and
don't forget any of the details.”

Jones told a gimple and convineing
story: It was so simple and eonvine-
ing that the police believed It without
fuestion

“Well, If that ain't the Iimit!
vou hear any autos outside?”

“1 don't recollect,” sald Jones,
tretohing his loge gratefully, “Why ™

“The auto bandits held up a bank
MessenEer and got away with
thousand Whenever & man
| drawes down a big sum they seem to
know about it. And say, Murphy, call
ip and huve the river pollee look out
| for a new-fangied airship. Your mas-
!
tar
[ 10 Jones
l “If 1 were only sure of that, sir!"”
When the police took themselves off
| Jones procesded to aet upon those
pluns lndd down by Hargreuve early

Did

today
twenty

may have been rescued,” turning

that night. When this was done he
sought his bed and fell asleep, the
sleep of the exhausted, When Hur-

greave pleked up Jones to share his
fortunes, he had put his trust in no
ordinary man.,

A dozen reporters trooped out to the
Hargreave home, only to find it de-
serted,  And while they were ringing
hells and tapping windows, the man
they sought was tramping up and
llown the platform of the railway sta-
tion,

Through all this time Norton, the
reporter, Hargreave's only friend, slept
the sleep of the just and unjust. He
rarely opened his eves before noon,

Giroup after group of passcugers |
Jones oved vagerly, Oftes, just ns he
was in the act of approuching a couple
would

of Young women, some man
hurry up, and there would be kisses
* hondetin At length 1l :
: n it i
1 i girl |
GO} d by a s
il [ Th I
of ot rly nwaiting =ome one
fones stepped forward with a good
donl of diffidenc

“You are walting for some one"

“Yes," suld the elder woman, culaly.

“A broken brocelet?™

The digtrust on both faces vanlshed
Instuntly The young girl's face
brightenod, her sparkled with
suppressed excitement.

eVes

“You are my futher?"

“No, miss.” very gravely. “l am the
butler™

“Let me gee your part of the brace-

the young girl's goanrdian,

teacher who had been assigned to
this delieate tusk by Miss Farlow, who
could not bring herself to say good-by
to Florence anywhere except at the
echool gotes,

The halves were produced and ex-
amined,

“I beHeve wa may trust him, Flor
o e

“lLet us hurry to the taxicab.
must not stand here*

“My mother?™

= is dead. 1 belleve she dled
shortly after your birth. 1 have bheen
with vour father but fourtesn years

We

I know but little of his life prior to
that.”
“Why did he leave me all these

vears without ever coming to see me?
Why?™

“It 18 not for me, Migs Florence, to
inquire into your father's act. Dut |
that whatever he did woe
meant for the best. Your welfure was
fverything to him.”

“It 18 all very strange,” sald the
pirl, bewilderedly, “Why didn't he
come to meet me instead of you?™
stared at his hands, miser

do kpow

lones
bl
“Why ™

shie  demanded, *1 have

ht of hiny thouzht of him, He
with all this neglect. |
expeciod to pee him wt the station, to|
arms nround his neck and

than
i rt me

forglve him'"” TYoars swam in

I reithing will be

|

|

|

expluined tn !

Yol et we reach the house f|1|‘|

! remeniber thin, Atss Florence |

ou  were  evervihing In this wide |

world to your futher. You will never |

w th migery and loneliness he!

erid that you might not have one |

Bour of unrest, Whet are your plans?" |

be nsked abruptly of the teacher from
Miss Farlow's

“That depends,” shoe answered, lay-
e bur hand protoctingly over the
erl's |

y 1 could leave Miss Fuarlow’s on
the moment?™

“Yes"

“Then you wi'' stay and be Miss
Florenee's companion ™

“Oladly.”

“What Is my father's name?"

“Hargreave, Stanley Huargreave™

The girl's eyes widened In terror.
Buddenly she burst into & wild frenzy

of sobbipg, her head aguinet the shoul:

der of her eratwhila teacher.
Jones appeared visibly
“What Is 1™

“We read the story In the newspn.

per,” said the elder woman, her own
eves filling with tears,
child! To have all her ecastlesinalr,
tumble down Hke this! Put whst au
thority have you to engage me? sen-
sibly

Jones prodieed n document, duly
pigned by Hargreave, and witnessed
and sealed by a notary, in which It
was #et forth that Henry Jones, but
ler and valet to Stanley Hargreave,
had full powers of attorney In the
event of his (Hargreave's) disappenr-
ance; In the event of his death, till |
Florence became of legal age.

fald Jonea an he put the dooument
beek in his pocket: “What Is your |
name?"

"Busan Wane"

“No you Yove thie child?" |

“With all my heart, the poor un-|
happy babe!™

“Thank you!"

Inslde the home he conducted them
through the varfous rooms, at the
seme time telling them what had ta-
ken plnee during the preceding night. |

“They have not found his body?™
asked Florence., “My poor, poor fath-
er!”

ungg

“Then he may be alive!™

“Plenge God that he may!™ sald the
butler, with genuine piety, for he had
loved the man who had gone forth in-
to the night so hravely and so strange-
Iv. “This is your reom. Your father |
spent many happy hours here pr:-par-i
fne it for you”

Tears caume into the girl's cyes
neain, and discreetly Jones left the |
two alone |

“What ghall 1 do, Susan?
ehall T do?”
brave as you alwayas are, 1
will never leave you till you find your
futher.”

Florenes  Kisged her fervently,
“What Is your opinion of the butler?

“T think we may both trust him ab-
solutply.™

Then Florenece hegan exploring the
honse.  Susan followed her closely.
Florenee peered behind the mirrors,
the pletures, in the drawers of the
desk, in the bookeases,

“What are you hunting for, child?*”

“A photograph of father.” But she
found none, More, there were no pho-
tographe of auy kind to be found in
Stanley Hargreave's home,

When Norton awoke, he naturally
wint to the door for the morning pa-
pers which wern always placed In a
neat pile before the sill. He yawned,
gothered up the bundle, was about to
climb back into bed, when a head-
Ine eaught his dull eyes. Twenty-one
minutes later, to be precise, he ran

Whatever

e

1 the nEoor tie Hargrepve home
I Ta the bell.  He was admitted
the tneltird Jones, to whom the

reporter had never pald any particu

Iir uttention.  Somehow Jones always
mannged to stand in shadows,

'l ¢an add nothing to what has al
ready appeared in the pewspapers,”
replied Jones, as Norton opened his
baiteries of Inquiries,

“Mr. Jones, I have Known your mas-
ter several years, as you will recollect.
There npever was o woman in this
house, not even among the gervants,
There are two in the other room.
Who are they? And what are they
idoing here?"

Jones shook his head,

“Well, 1 ean castly find out.”

Jones barred his path, and for the
lirst time Norton gazed into the eyes
of the man servant. They were as
hard as gun metal.

“My dear Mr. Jones, you ought to
know that seconer or later we report-
ers find out what we seek.”

Jones appeared to reflect. “Mr. Nor-
ton, you elaim to be a friend of Mr.
Hargreave?!

“f do not elalm. | am. More than
that I do not believe he i dead. He
was deep, He had some relentless en-
emies—1 don't know where from or

“The poor|

“Here, Just Glance Over This."

what kind—and he Is pretending he's
dead till this blowa over and s for
Botten.”

‘You are not going to say that In
your newspuper?” Jones was visibly
ugitnted

“Not If I can prove it.*

“IE T tell you who those young Is-
dles are, will you give me your word
of honor not to write about them till
I give my permission?”

Norton, having In mind the blg
story at the end of this mystery tan-
gle, agreed.

“The_elder is & teacher from o pri-

"Good Lord!" gasped the astonished
reporter. “He never mentloned the
fzot to me,” and we've been together
in so'ne tight places.”

“He never mentloned it te any one
but me.” Jones fgaln feemed to ro
fleet. At last he refeed hie glance to
the reportor, “Are you willing to walt
for & groat story, the real stery?”

“If there s one,” answered Norton
with his usual eaution,

“On my word of honor, you shall
linve guch a etory as you never dreamt

[ of, If you will promise not to divulge

it till the appolnted time,

“1 ngree.”

“The pence and happiness of that
child depénds upon how you keep your
word."”

That was sufliclent for Norton,
“Your master knew me, He kncw also
that 1 am not & man who promises
lightly. Now introduce me to tho
daughter.”

With plain reluctmice Jones went
about the afair. Norton put a dozen
perfunctory questions to the pirl. What
he wue in search of was not news but
the sound of her volee, In that quar-
ter of an hour he felt his heart dls
turbed as he had never befors been
dintorbed,

“Now, Mr. Norton,” eald Jones
pioemily, “will you be so kind as to
follow me?"

Norton was led to Jones' bedroom,
The butlervalct elosed the door and
drow the window shade. Always ek
Ing shudows, This did not impress the
reporter at the time; he hud no other
thought but the story. Jones then
sat down beside the reporter and
talked In san undertone, When he
had done he took Norton by the elbow
and gently but foreibly lod him down
to the front door and ushered him
forth. Norton jumped into his taxicab
and returned to his rooms, which
were at the top of the huge apart-
ment hotel, e immedately called up
his managing edltor.

“Hello! This I8 Norton. Put Griflin
on the Hargreave yarn. I'm off on
another deal.”™

“Hut Hargreave was a friend of
yours,” protested the managing ed-
ftar.

“l know it. But you know me well
enough, Mr. Blair. I should not ask
the transfer if it was not vitally im-
portant.

*0, very well.”

“We sha'n't be scooped.”

“If you can promise that, 1 don't
enre who works on the joh. Wil you
be in the office tonight?”

“If nuthing prevents me"™

“Well, good-by.”

Norton filled his pipe, drew his
choir to the window, and stared at
the great liner going down to sea.

‘Lord, Lord!™ he murimured. ‘ihen
hie smiled and chuckled. Some bright
merning he would have all New York
Ly the ears, the police running round
tn cfreles, und the chiefs of the rival
theets tearing their hair

|
| aothing.

What a |

stary! Four columns on the first page, |
|

end two whole pages Sunday, . .
Ard all of a sudden he ceased to
emile and chuckle,

In the living room of the Princess
Olga Perlgofl’s apartment the mistress
luy reading on the divan. There was
no cigarette between her woll shaped
lips, for she was not the aceepted type
of adventuress. In fact, she was not
on adventuress; she was really the
"rincess Perlgoff. Her malden name
had been Olga Pushikin but more of
that later,

When Braine came In he found her
dreaming with helt elosed eves. He
fourished nn evening newspoper.

“Olea, even the best of us make
mistakes, Here, just glance over
thise."”

The Russizn accepted the newspa-
per and read the heading Indicated:
“Aeronnut picked up fur out at sea,
Slips nshore from tramp steamer, Had
five thousand In eash In his pockets*

“Hargreave escaped!"

“Not necessarily,” she replled. "If
it was Hargreave he would have had
more than flve thousand In hs pock-
els, My friend. 1 believe It an at-
lempt to fool you; or it 18 another
man entirely.” She clicked her teeth
with the tops of her polished nails,

“There Are¢ two yYoung women in
the house. What the deuce can that
mean?”

“Fwo young women? O! then av.
erything’s as simple as daylight. Kat-
rina Pushkin, my cousin, hnd a ehild.”

“Child? Hargreave had a child?
What do you mean by keeping this
fuet from me?" he stormed.

“It was useless till this moment. He
probebly sent for her yesterday: but
in his effort to escape had to turn her
over Lo his butler We ghull soon
leurn whether Hargreave is dead or
dalive. Wao ean use the child to brin-
him back.”

The anger went out of his eyves,
You're a wonder, Olgn”
“But you should have gone with

Vioon lust night. He does evervthing
Just us vou tell him. When they re.
ported that Hargreave hoad visited
Ort’s hangar you ought to have pre-
pured nguinst such a coup as Alght
through the air.”

I ndmit it, But o davghter! Well,
I cun bring him back.,"” with a sinister
Inugh, *“By the Lord Harry, 1 have
Lim in my hands this time, that is, it
this glrl turne out to be his daughter.
A million? Two, three, all he has in
the world. 1 want you to pay a visit
richt away., Wateh the butler, Jones.
He'll He, of course; but note how he
trents the girl; and If you get the
chanee look around the walls for a
seeret panel. He might not have ear-
ried nway the csnsh at all, only enough
for his Immediate needs, which would
secount for that five thousand on the
man plcked up st sea. If 1 could only
get Inside that bouss for an hour!”

wan Horgronve the man's real name?™

Brafne laughed. “That is of no vital
consequence. e will be Hargreave
tifl the end of the chapter, dead or
allve. ®ou onn teil me the news at
dinner tonight.”

8o, Iater, when the butler gecepted
her eard nt the door, loath as he
might be, there was nothing for him
to do but admit her.

“Whem do you wish to #es,
madam?" stepping back into the shad-
ow.

“Miss Hnrgreave.
of her mather's.”

"“Thera I8 no such person here.”

“To whom, then, doca this hat be-
long ™ rhe poked quietly, She waved
her hand indelently toward the hall
rack.

Joneg’ lipa tightened. “That belongs
to Miss Gray, a Kind of protege of Mr
Harpreave's,"”

“Indeed!  You have no objections
to my geeing her? My malden name
was Olgn Pushkin, cousin to Katrinn,
wife of Stenley Hargreave. [ am, if
you will welzh the matter carefully,
o kind of aunt.”

To Jones It was as If lee had sud-
denly come Into contact with his
Leart's blood. DPut as he stll stood
in the shadow, she did not observe
the pallor of his face.

“If you will state exactly why you
wish to gee her, madam."”

“You seem to possess authority?”

“Yes, madam, absolute authority.”
Jones produced his document and
presented [t to her,

“There I8 no flaw In that" she
ngrged readily, “1 wish to sea the
ehild. T have told you why"

“Very well, madam.” Why had
they not telegraphed the child, even

I'm an old friend

on the triin, to return to Farlow's. Hae |”

knew nothing of this woman, whether
ghe was an enemy or a friend. He
conducted his unwelcome guest Into
the library.

"How did you know that she waa
here?" suddenly.

Dut she was ready. “I did not. But
the death of Mr. Hargreave brought
me. And that youthful hat in the hall
was a story all its own. Later I shall
show you some papers of my own.
You will have no cause to doubt them.
They have not the legal power of
yours, but they would find standing In
any eourt.”

Jones turned and went {n search of
Florence,

The princess lost no time In beghn-
ning her investigations, but she wast-
ed her time. There was no secrst
panel In evidence,

“Who [s she?" asked Flowence as
ghe looked at the card. “Did my fa-
ther know princesses?"

“Yes,” #ald Jones briefly. “Be very
eareful what you say to her. Admis

‘alms to he n cousin of
your mother., Perhape”

“My mother?’ Withcut waiting for
any further advice from Jones, whom
Florence in her young years thought
presuming upon his authorlty, she ran
downstairs to the library. Her mother,
to learn some fact about the mother
of whom she knew nothing!

“You knew my mother?" she cried
without ceremony,

He heard the princess say: “1 did,
my child; and heaven Is witness that
vou are the cxact plcture of her at
your age. And I knew your father."

Jones stralghtened, his hands shut
tightly.

“Tell me about my father!™

The princess smiled. It was Katrina
Pushkin come to life, the same impul-
siveness, 1 knew him but slightly. I
was & mere child myself when he used
to pinch my cheeks. I met him again
the other night, but he did not recog-
nize me; and I could not find it in my
heart to awaken his memory In a pub-
lic restaurant.”

Presently Jones c¢ame in to an-
nounce that two detectives regquested
to see Florence, The two men en-
tered, informing bher that théy had
been Instructed to investigate the dis
appearance of Stanley Hargreave.

“Who are you, miss?

“l am his daughter”

Ilah:li

One of the detectives questioned
Florence minutely while the other
wandered about the rooms, feeling the
walls, using the mugnifying glass,
turning back the rugs. Even the
girl's pretty room did not escape his
gcrutiny, By and by he returned to
the library and beckoned to his com-
panion. Tho two eonferred for a mo-
ment, One chanced to look Into the
mirror. He saw the bright eyves of
the princess gazing intelligently into
his.

“I'm afruld we'll have to ask you to
gecompany us to the etation, miss.”

“Why?™

“Bome tochnicalities. We must have
some proof of your right to be in
this house. 8o far ns we have learned,
Hurgreave was unmarried. It will
take but a few minutes.”

“And | will aceospany you,” sald
the princess, “We'll be back within
Lhalf an hour, Il tell them what 1
know."

Jones, in the hall, caught sight of
the reporter coming up the steps,
"ore was some one he could depend
upon,

“Why, Mr, Norton!"

The reporter eyed the princess In
amasement.

“You loouk surprised, Noturally, 1
g & cousin of Miss Florence's moth-
cr, You might say that | am her
punt, IU's a small world, isp't £7* But
Ir wighing could poison, the reporter
would huve dicd that moment,

“Who are you and what are you
daing here?” ono of the detectives de-
manded,

“l am golng to ask that very ques
tion of you." sald Norton urbanely.
“We are from hegdguarters,” replied
ong, ghawlpg his badze,

Eha

. I vate school; the other s Stanley Har-| "1 believa I'l eall at once. Leo, I

ghoe' ed, greave's daughter.”

L. C. TAUL

Insurance Office
Cloverport, Kentucky

Fire, Lightning, Tor-
nado and Windstorm,
Life, Accident, Health
" Insurance.

e il

0ld Reliable Companies

' IMGE DWBETY TN T eI D
———

—

S EIEE
Walls & Trent

Livery, Feed and
Sale Stable
Bus Meets all Trains
Hardinsburg, : Ky

“What headquarters? What are
they usking you to do?" he sald to
Florence. |

“They say 1 must go to the police
statlon with them."

“Not the least {n the world,” laughed
the reporter. “You two elear out of
here as fast as your rascally legs can

“Tell Me About My Father."”

carry you. I don't know what your
game I8, but I do know every repu-
teble detective In New York, and you
don't belong”

“Good heavens!" exclaimed the
princess; “do you mean to say that
these men are not real detectives?”

“This girl goes to the police station,
young man. So much the worse for
you If you meddle. Take yoursels off!™

“All In good time.”

“Here, Jenner, you take charge of
the girl. 17 handle this guy. He
shall go to the station, too™

What followed would always be viv-.

{dly remembered by Florence, fresh
from the peace and happiness of her
school life. Norton knocked his oppo-
nent down. He rose and for a moment
the room seemed full of legs and arms
and panting men. A foot tripped up
Norton and he went down under the
bogus detective. He never suspected
that the tripping foot was not acel-
dental. He was too busy.

The other man dragged Florenoe
toward the hall, but there the peacefal
hutler entered into the field of action
with a very unattractive automatic.
The detective threw up his hands.

The struggle went on in the library.
A trick of jJiuJitsu brought about the
downfall of Norton's man, and Norton
ran out into the hall to ald Jones. He
searched (he detective's pockets and
secured the revelver, The result of
all this was that the two bogus de-
tectives soon found themselves im
charge of two policomen, and they
were marched off to the station,

“Your advent was most providential,
Mr, Norton,” said Jones in his usual
colorlegs tones,

“I rather belleve so. Why don't
you pack up and clear out for a while

“I am stronger In this house tham
elsewhere,” answered the butler enig-
matleally.

*Well, you know best,” sald the re-
porter,

The princess wus breathing rapidly.
No, on second thought she had no
Wish to throw her arms about the re-
porter's neck and kiss him,

(To be Continued)
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